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Her Sandalwood Box

By Fannie Heaslip Lea, Copyvight, 1905, by Fannie Heanlip Lea, = -

“I'is I8 (bo Arst one he wrote me
sfter—after”—

“After bo asked you to marry blm,™
sald Wilmot grimly. I know."”
Elizabeth faltered a little,

would rather not"-

“If you would rather pot?' sald the
man, 8o they road on,

There was no heading to the boyish
serawl, no date, and the paper was
yellow with much bandling:

“How did we do It, lttle girl? I'm
lord o' the earth tonight. s it only five
Lhowrs since 1 Jeft you? I'd swear It
was five centuries. I'm o my room,
worklng, but at what 1 don't kuow,
Your face comes between me and the
white paper—between me and the fool-
tsh, pounding keys—between me aud
all the world else. Ab, deurly beloved,
your eyes when | kissed you, and the
maddening tit of your chin! Pen and
Ink’'s but & poor thing, after all, I
write down words that mean the workl
and all, and they come out black, bug-
gish things on a shiny white sheet. 1'd
like to write to you lu forked Ught
ning ou & glant rose leaf. Good night,
my plece o' the world!"

“What was his work?' asked Wil
auot, with hueky irreverence

“Stories and versea. He wrote.” Elis-
abeth laid the letter gently on the coals
and drew out the next.

“There Are not mAny,"” she explained.
“It was only & mounth, and we—we
saw oach other so often—and [ kept
ouly the Jetters from that one month."”

Wilmot nodded In silence.

“You are the funniest child,” sald the
next letter. “When | think of the way
1 love you-It seems absurd. One ought
to give you & doll or a pleture book.
Well, | bave glven you my life for the
obe and iy heart for the other, haven't
11 I'm not laughing, Mttlest—at least
I'm only Inughing that you may not
kunow what a powerful pull you have
on my beartstrings, [ got a check
this moruing for a gtory 1'd almost for-
gotten about. That's why I'm sendlng
you a rose, IU's the first thing 1've
bought with the money. I'm working
hard on the play.
great thing some day, and you—no, 1
wiean we—are golug to be proud of It
We'll go to the theater tonlght, littiest,
and burn up sowe of the pew check.”

“How old were you then!" asked
Wilmot.

“1 was elghteen,” Ellzabeth answered
dreamlily. “I'm twenty-five now, you
koow."

The letter burned slowly, and they
read the next in sllence,

“Sweetent,” It sald, “I've been il the
lnst two days or 1'd have seen you,
I've been seclug you anybhow in the
shadows of the room and the window
curtalns apd & Jot of other sllly places,
1 was out of my bead, they tell we.
Feel sort of eragy now." The letter
was blotted, and the writing a mere
scrawl,  “That big blot Is where |
dropped my head jusi now, because 1
was too tired to hold It up any longer,
1 must get back to the play tomorrow,
losing too much time. Lord, how my
bead aches! Oh, littlest girl, 1 want
you!™

“He was only a boy,” sald Ellzabeth,
“Jult a year older than 1"~

“Go on,” sald Wilmot tensely,

Ellsabeth turned over the pext Jetter,
and a withered rose fell luto her lap
from the lnfolding leaf of a torn pro:
grumine.

“We went to the theater,” she ex
plalned, touching the flower with gen
tle fngers, “and | wore the rose ou my
gown, It was red.”

“You llke red roses best,” sald Wi
mot Jealously, “Was It always so, or
did you begln then ¥

“1—1 suppose It was then,” she ad
mitted gently, “He always seut them
to me."”

Wilmot started up suddenly, "I
can't stand much more of this” he
sald, “Did you ever care for me at
all?

“Don't he angry”— Elizabeth Iald a
hand on his arm and drew him back,
“Tere lsn't moch more, and—] think
if 1 didn’t love you 1 couldn't show the
letters to you at all.  Wait till the
end—you will understand."

Bhe Inl the dead rose on the fire
with the torn programme. The next
was ounly & line or two on A DArrow
cnrd.

“Flowers e sent me” Elizabeth
sald, “because he wanted to come that
night, And this"—she glanced over a
half sheet of rough paper closely cov
ered—"he wrote to thank me for o
book 1 sent him." Bbe looked ap at
Wilmot. His eyes were dark and in
serutable, but he was white to the lps,
and she hurried on,

“There's only one more to read-
these Are Just ¢dards that came with
tlowers or books."

Bhe lald them on the fire and smooth-
ed out the paper that had laln clinched
1o her hand so long.

“Is that the last?" asked Wilmot,
with dry lps. Bhe todded, and he
bent to read It

“You ure right,” It sald, “guite right
to breuk with me. There are a thou-
sand feasons why you should, and the
one reason why you shouldn't, my love,

a very worthless remson. [ don't

lame you for mot consldering It. I
%new It must be a mistake—you were
not for me. You always gave ma your
chesk to kiss—and 1 didn't want your
choek”—

“You see,” Elisabeth whispered, with
a little cateh In her volce.

“You never really cared for mae,
littlest—never cared; that Is, as you
can care=as you will care some day
for the man who ls to come fo you.

“If you

He veed not be Jenlous of me, saweet,
when he does come. Your love for
e was a child's love that he will not
want, and that you will not give him.
I have had my divine day, and it s
over, but no matter who comes—in
wpite of the man who s to win where
I bnve lost<you will remember—<I
clalm that, lttlest, for my right—you
will rewember when you love him
that 1 taught you how. 1 should not
write so, perhaps, but there are times
when a man must speak what he
knows, Keep the few things | have
given you. Don't send them back to
me. Put them in the sandalwood
bos and sbhut thelr memoriss In with
them, 1 shall keep your letters. God
knows they‘re few and cold enough.

“Oh, littlest girl, 1I'd never let you
g0 in this world-if"—

Elizabeth’'s hand slipped softly into
Wilmot's, where it rested on the arm
of her chalr. They sat in sllence while
the last létter fared up, then sank and
crumbled,

“1 think,” st last she sald softly,
“that he was right. You need not be
jealous of him, 1 was a child then. I
am another self now. Wbhen you came
in I had been reading his letters, and
somehow In the dusk and quiet I bad
slipped out of myeelf back Into the
little girl he used to love. My mind
was full of him and of that little girl,
and [ couldn’t readjust things at once.
Then when you used his very words—
It was—it was like n ghost. You see,

It's golng to be a |y

don't you, dear? I'm not disloyal to
you. It was just that I remembered,
as be sald I would"

“l understand,” sald Wilmot, bolding
her close. “1 was a jealous fool, but
you must admit that It was disconcert-
Ing to come In and find you reading
over another man's letters the night
before our wedding."

“It wan silly, I suppose,” Elizabeth
adinitted, “but 1 couldn't bhelp It—and
you understand.”

“Where I8 he now? asked Wilmot,
kissing the soft wave of her hair, “You
won't grow to care for him agaln, will
ot
“Oh, WIII, bush!" the girl whispered,
her cheek agalust his coat aleeve.
“IHe's dead, dear. He dled that year.
Didu't 1 tell you at first? I thought
you understood.”

The sleet rattled angrily against the
window pane, Jarring the quiet of the
shadowy roow, and the fire sank and
darkenad.

“'You will remember when you love
uim,' " quoted Wilmot softly, “ ‘that I
taught you bhow'=poor beggar!"

It Was Hard on the Famlily,

Modern methods of deallng with con-
taglous discases are a severe trial to
many an ol fashloned persob who in
chlidhood lived through epldemles of
varlous kinds,

] thought your grandson was Jook-
ipg pretty peart aguln after his 1
ness,” sald one of the residents of
Canby to Zenas Speawle, “but It struck
me the rest of you looked kind of
wore out, 1 &'pose be was prétty sick
for one spell there”

“No, he wa'n't” sald Mr. Bprawle
stoutly. “There never was a thing the
matter of him exceptin’' a sore throat
‘bout same as I've bad dosens o' times,
toweled my neck up for a night or two
an' come out all right. But my son's
wife abhe had that city doctor to bhim,
an' he wmade out ‘twas one o' them
|tises an' had him an' his ma quar
antined off from the rest of us,

“He bad the full use of his legs, an’
the way he run over that floor above
our heads was enough to wear out a
hen. An' when be was able to be
moved they had that part o' the house
fumignted. It lald the foundations
for n stomach trouble with both Mar-
thy sn' me, that famigation did, an' I
don't know as the smell will get out o
my clothes enough for me to go to
church this whole winter, Get me In
t middlin' warm place and that fu-
migatin' essence beglus o try out o
my overcoat same as If 'twas Kkaro
sense. 1 guess there's reason enough
for Marthy an' me to look wore out.”-
Youth's Companion,

The Lions and the Lamb,

Some 300 years ago King James 1. of
England visited the lops then kept In
| London Tower, the show from which I8
derived “the llons" In the senae of the
sights of a place. The king had had an
grona bullt on to thelr cages for fghts
with bears, doge amd bulls, but the two
llons that entered It on this day simply
stood blinking. Two “racks of mutton”
and “a lusty live cock™ were succes
slvely thrown to them and devoured.
“After this the klug caused a Tve lamb
to be eawily let down unto them Ly o
rope, and being come to the ground the
lamb lay upon his knees, and both the
llous stood In thelr former places aud
only beheld the lamb, but presently
the lamb rose up and went unto the
llons, whichi very gently looked upon
him and smelled on him without slgn
of any further hurt.” [Mowever, a lion
and mastiff fAght that followed was
better “sport.”

The lee of Greenland, 4

The lnrgest mass of lee In the world
s probably the one which fills up near
ly the whole of the Interior of Geser
land, where It has accumuinted since
before the dawn of history. It Is be-
lleyed to now form a block.about H00,
000 square miles In area and averag-
ing & milo and a balf in thickness.

According to these statistics, the lump
of jee Is larger In volume tham the

whale body of water in the Maditer

fafisal, and thers W énough of It 0
cover the whole of the United King

lant little Wales™ It
lle more than 120 mlles
lee enough In Greens
bury the entire area of the
Btates a quarter of a wile
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An x-l-n:rican Gl

Ol’ all the charming things there

are
To make this world a bright
ona
1 choose—and know | am not far
From picking out the right ong=
A girl of seveniesn or so,
American completely,
A fgure trim from head to tos
Gowned tastefully and neatly,

Look In her ayss—what wells of truth,
Of sympathy and kindness!

But not too long. enraptured youth,
Lest looking brings love's blindnest

An angel? Yea, and any ons
Who knows gold ls not copper

Can see that she ie full of fun,
Provided It Is proper,

[}

And wuch prospective mothers!
—Pelix Carmen 1n Life.

Agreed With Him,

Host—1've been smoking an awful
lot of cigars lately.

Guest (who has been offered one)—
Well, If this ¥ a samwple I don't doubt
your word, old man,

A Bad Memery.

The traln swept into darkness,

“George," she whispered, “we are in
a tunnel.”

“I know that,” he responded.

“Well, do you know the usual cus
tom "

“What custom "'

“What does a young man generally
do when be Is seated by a glrl?”

“1d"—

“Does he sit still?

“Oh, yes, 1 know what he does, H"—

“Too late. We are out of the tunnel,
George,"—Chleago News.

A Business Proposition,

“l think It's mean,” she sobbed.
“You might give me the woney I ask
for. 1 dou't think you care for me at
all”

“My dear,” sald her close husband, “I
eare more for you than all the money
In the world. You're worth your weight
In gold, and"—

“Then why don't you give ma credit
for what I'm worth ?'—Denver News,

Up All Night,

“The boss asked me what made me
look so tired,” sald Galley, the clerk,
“and 1 told him 1 was up early this
worning.”

“Huly,” snorted the bookkeeper, “you
pever got up eurly ln your life."

“1 didn't say 1 ‘got up.' 1 sald [ ‘was
up.’ "= Baltlwore News,

Morse and Cow,

“Al, your language! Eet ees so dif
fleult.”

“What's the matter, count

“First zis novel eet say 2o man was
unhorsed."

“Yea 1"

“Zen ect say he was cowed."—Louls
ville Courler-Journal.

An Alphabetieo Confusion.

“is Mr. Scadds a man of sclentifie
distinction ¥

“Yes, Indeed,” answered Miss Cay-
pune. “He bas s0 wany college de-
grees that when he sends In his card
you ean't be sure whether It 1s his
name or & problem in algebra."—Wash-
Ington Btar,

Not Munen,
“Would you have loved mo if I had
been poor
“Sure. Now be satisfied, and please
dop't msk If 1 would bave married
you."—Houston Post.

What He Worked.
“Smoothboy got his new mining
scheme on Its feet In & weok.”
*Worked wonders, eh 7™
“No; worked suckers.” — Loulsville
Cotrier-Journal.
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We Want to Talk to You

| ABOUT BOOK BINDING

We do it in All the Latest and
Best Styles of the Art. . ..

i

We take your Old Magazines that you
have piled away on your shelves and make
Handsome Books of them fit to grace any
library,

We take your old worn out books with
the covers torn off, rebind them and return
to you good as any new book.

Let us figure with you on fixing up your
Library.
%Y Y Y

‘The J. S. Dellinger Co,

Makers of All Kinds of Books

CorNER COMMERCIAL AND 10TH STREET

8 AsTor1AN BUiLDING
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Every season has its own diseases, but Rheuma- o)
tism belongs to all, for when it gets well intrenched

in the system, and joints and muscles are saturated
with the poison, the aches and pains are coming and
goins all the time, and it becomes an all-the-year-:
round disease; an attack coming as quickly from sud-
den chilling of the body when overheated, a fit of in-
digestion or exposure to the damp, Easterly winds of
Summer as from the keen, cutting winds, freezing
atmosphere and bitter cold of Winter,

Rheumatism never comes by accident. It is in
the bleod and system before a pain is felt, Some -
inherit a strong predisposition or tendency; it is born in them; but whether heredity is
back of it or it comes from imprudent and careless ways of living, it is the same always
and at all seasons. ‘The real cause of Rheumatism is a polluted, sour and acid condition
of the blood, and as it flows through the body deposits a gritty, irritating substance
or sediment in the muscles, joints and nerves, amt is these that uce the terri.
ble pains, inflammation and swelling and the misery and torture of Rheumatism. No

other disease causes such pain, such wides
suffering, It deforms and cripples its thousands, HIS WIFE A GREAT SUFFERER.
My wife had been troubled with Rheuma~

leaving them helpless invalids and nervous wrecks.
’ \‘5hen neglected or improperly treated, Rheuma- St So¢ semb e Wwhon e Maee o O

tism becomes chronic, the pains are wandering or pistaly, asshehas not suffered sinos. 1
shifting from one place to another, sometimes sharp O o e 504 T e REEDER.
and cutting, again dull and aggravating. The mus- :

cles of the neck, shoulders and back, the joints of the knees, ankles and wrists, are
most often the seat of pain. Countless liniments and egla.sters are applied to get relief,
but such things do not reach the poisoned blood; their effect is only temporary; they are
neither curative nor preventive. The blood must be purified, and all jrritating matter re-
moved from the circulation before ent relief and a thorough cure is effected, and no
remedy does this so certainly and so quickly as 8. 8. 8. It contains not only purifying
and tonic properties, but solvent qualities as well, all these being necessary in eradicating the
poison and making & complete and lasting cure of Rheumatism, S. S. S. cleanses the
blood of all irritating matter and the acid particles are
dissolved and £l out of the system, thus relieving
the muscles and joints and removing all ngerof future
attacks, Under its tonic effect the nervous system re
gains its normal tone and the appetite and im-
rove, resulting in the upbuilding of the health.
S. S. contains no Potash or minerals descri
' tion, but is guaranteed purely vegetable. ld~|~;pK
best blood purifier, but a most invigorating tonic—just such a remedy
the blood and quicken the circulation.
ether you have Rheumatism in the acute or chronic the treatment must be
internal, deep and thorough in order to be lasting. Never be with uyt:i.nm

than an absolutely cure, This you can get by the use of 8. 8. 8,
ok groatast of all tonics.

and best purifier :
Write us fully and freely about your case, and medical advice will be given without
will be mailed free to all desiring it. * ot

will find it notonly the
as theyneed to enrich

charge, and our special book on Rheumatism

THE SWIFT SPECIFIC COMPANY, ATL




